Well, what Is It ?

DORIS : Look here. It's about the Barcaldines.

ROSEL : Well, what about 'em ?

DORIS : My clear, would you believe It ? Poor

Freda had a child.

ROSEL : Go on !

DORIS : Isn't it awful ?

ROSSL : Oh ! Thafs what It was.

DORIS : Then pneumonia came on, or so they

said, and the poor little thing couldn't stand It,

Would you believe It ?

ROSEL : God's truth !

DORIS : They didn't half keep it dark.

ROSEL : Who told you ?

DORIS : I got it from Gladys, She came In just
after you went out.

ROSEL : What about the child ?

DORIS : It's a little girl. It's a lovely little girl,
they say.

ROSEL : Well, who was the------?

DORIS :  That's what nobody  can  make out.
Nobody got the faintest Idea.

ROSEL : WhereVe they got the child ?

DORIS : Mabel's taken her somewhere down in
Dorsetshire*
ROSEL : God's truth !

DORIS : I know it was awful, that poor fellow
having to come down for this dust-up less than
four weeks after the funeral ; but I simply can't
bear this, Stan, I simply can't.
ROSEL : Well, what can / do ?
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